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No One Will Believe You 


Author's Notes: 


Short and hopefully ch-so-sweet! Merry Ficmas! 


Nate knew that absolute horror was written on his face. He could feel the strain of his muscles and the 
sudden dryness of his eyes. His blood was running cold and his previously aching erection had withered to 
nothing. 


Dressing rooms, provided that they had a lock, were the perfect hideouts. Drag someone in there, lock the 
door, get naked, and get dirty. Which was precisely what he and Stone had been doing, lost in a world of heady 
pleasure. 


Neither of them had noticed the door handle turning. 


Neither of them had heard the door rattling. 


It was only when the door splintered off its lock that they were aware that someone else wanted in to the 


room. 


Sitting on the stained carpet, Nate stared up at the figure in the doorway. Beside him, and much less abashed 
by his nudity, Stone was already on his feet. 


The playful smirk on Dave's face said it all. His eyes twinkled with the glee of having discovered something that 
no one else probably knew about. With one hand on his hip, he leaned against the doorframe as Nate sweated it. 


"Well. Well. Well. Natey." 
Reaching behind himself, he grabbed his shirt and draped it across his lap. "It's not what it looks like, Dave." 


"Not what it looks like. Nate, you're naked on the floor of a dirty old dressing room with Stone Goassard and 
you're telling me it's not what it looks like." The grin on Dave's face widened, a sign to the two men that the 
singer had found the mother-load of all information. And it was something that Dave, and his drunken 


motormouth, wouldn't be able to keep secret. 
"Ill pay you to keep quiet" 
Dave snorted and looked between the two men. "Pay me? That's cute, Natey.” 


A hand came to rest on his shoulder and Nate looked up at the man beside him. Stone was now mostly dressed 
and Nate could already see the cool cynicism playing through his eyes. "Let him talk. Besides, who's going to 


believe him?" 


He looked from Stone to Dave and saw his boss's face drop. Nate knew that Dave knew that anything that 
Dave said wouldn't be believed by anyone outside of the room. Getting to his feet, Nate dragged his clothes on 
and pushed his glasses back on to his nose. He walked over to Dave and placed a hand on the younger man's 
shoulder. Dave looked at him with the hangdog expression of someone whose pranks had maybe gone a little 


too far. 


"Say what you want, Dave. Because no one will ever believe you." With a smile, Nate leaned in and kissed the 


front man's cheek before holding his hand out to Stone. 


